FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
reach Kashgar. The Himalayan heights are not closed by
the newly fallen snows until October. It was now January.
Soon I was telling myself that I must be off in a month if I
was to avoid spending the winter in Kashgar. , . *
But I had only had eight lessons in Chinese and should
find it awkward travelling. Erik Norin then told me of the
existence of a Russian couple who had had to fly from the
Tsaidam at the same time as he. The Smigunovs wanted to
go back to the Mongols amongst whom they had lived.
They would serve me as guides and as interpreters in
Chinese, Mongolian, Tibetan and Turki. . . . He would
write to them at once and ask them to get in touch with me.
' It seemed that fate had arranged for everything. From that
moment, at one blow as it were, Peking and all that had
interested me until then, took a secondary place in my mind,
The decaying capital, the incomparable city, might tremble
before, or might make terms with the ever more threatening
Japanese menace. My friends might discover marvels of
art, relics of the great dynasties of the past. . , . The
legations might move to Nanking. ... It mattered nothing
to me. Everything in me was set towards Central Asia.
Mystery about Turkestan.
Peking is three months9 caravan trek from Urumchi and it
used to be to Peking that all Turkestan news came* Now
everything was changed. The routes were closed, and I
could gather only vague and contradictory information.
Who was fighting with whom? Who was on top? Who
fomented the trouble? Was it the Chinese? Or was it the
Soviets, trying to establish a protectorate over the immense
area which China was unable to govern? Or was it the
fanatical Turkis, perhaps bribed by the British? Or those
Tungans* who had revolted under the terrible young Ma
* Chinese Moslems.
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